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to read once more, and I owe the possession of both to
your kindness. Everybody that I see talks highly of
your steady interest with the public, wherewith, as I
never doubted of it, I am pleased but not surprised.
We are just now leaving this for the winter: the children
went yesterday. Tom Purdie, Finella, and the grey-
hounds, all in excellent health; the latter have not been
hunted this season! ! ! Can add nothing more to excite
your admiration. Mrs. Scott sends her kind compli-
ments.	W. scott.
The following, dated a day after, refers to some lines
which Mr. Morritt had sent him from Worthing.
TO J. B. S. MORRITT, ESQ., M. P., WORTHING.
abbotsford, November 11, 1814.
my dear morritt, — I had your kind letter with the
beautiful verses. May the Muse meet you often on the
verge of the sea or among your own woods of Kokeby!
May you have spirits to profit by her visits (and that im-
plies all good wishes for the continuance of Mrs. M.'s
convalescence), and may I often, by the fruits of your
inspiration, have my share of pleasure! My Muse is a
Tyranness, and not a Christian queen, and compels me
to attend to longs and shorts, and I know not what,
when, God wot, I had rather be planting evergreens by
my new old fountain. You must know that, like the
complaint of a fine young boy who was complimented by
a stranger on his being a smart fellow, "I am sair
halded down by the, bubbly jock." In other words, the
turkey cock, at the head of a family of some forty or fifty
infidels, lays waste all my shrubs. In vain I remonstrate
with Charlotte upon these occasions; she is in league
with the hen-wife, the natural protectress of these pirates;
and I have only the inhuman consolation that I may one
day, like a cannibal, eat up my enemies. This is but
dull fun, but what else have I to tell you about? It

